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pebbles that caught the sunlight. Along the i'.:ink< 
were voting -.rub willow- w huh lieM hands ami |xvpol 
into the stream; but toward the middle the water 
stop|x-,l chattering and grew blue and deep and rushed 

There wire three grown people who lived in the same 
small brown Imih under the mountain: but the child 
affected them little, judging in the bottom of her heart 
that their reiterated occupations were wry meaningless. 



hich new dawn of the 
dilen turning in the 

'i sowing, reaping. 
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. as soon as the child 
here were some great 
ide ol the house, and 
The wide green slope 
the ducks and geese 



an.l the gra 
All of them. 

shared her point of view and w 
to their own experiences and eomeeau.es .i™, 
So. though sometimes fretted by uncertainty and ex- 
pectancy, the child was provisionally happy and en- 
jo ved the turning of tin seasons, the recurrent birth and 
death of day, and as much of the night as she saw. 

THE grown-ups who lived with her housed her at 
night; and after her seventh year, when she was 
repeatedly caught stealing out of doors after she had 



they put 

side of the do,,r and fastened her in after dark. Thus, 
having no longer tree access to the stars and the 
moon, the shadows ,md colors of night, all of w " 
entered her heart and tilled her life, she fretted 
a little. 

But among the three grown-ups in the frame In 
there was one who seemed to be more intelligent I 
!s-r .unit and her grandmother, and that was the ch 
father. He had, on seeing her i 
night out of her dormer window, fallen o 
building a little balcony outside the wind 
the need tor converse with her fellows of ie night b 
came too urgent she could step out. 

On the whole the brown child did not 
advantage of her freedom. On warm ni„ 
she would he Hat on her back on the baleoi , |. ,oking 
at the vast, studded expanse above her. 'I e deep hi 
cone was all set with interlacing streams a 
windings and intertwining spirals of 
stretched into unimaginable infinity, i 
guess how deep were the si'les of the blue 
knew was that the faint stars dwindled 
there was no need of -topping anywhel 
too at the awful spaces between the lights and then 
shudder fell upon her. She wanted some ing ' 
her in from the interminable spaces: "'- 
age seemed too awful to contemplate 
get up and climb hurriedly in at the win.li 
tight after her, and, when her candle was lig 
could touch the sloping walls that eontai ■<! her, she 
would smile at her own sufctv and the ele ■■ 
feeble light of the wiek. She was very gl 
closure, and she liked the safety of the mot: 
her long wav. When she slept after such hi 
nightly fellows it was as a child who has *" 
after terror, or as a man who has come 

/~\F all the creatures to whom the child talked, the 
^ river was by far the most intelligent, 
her friends in a natural hierarchy, setting the 
lowest because they kept their heads bent own: afte 
that came the ducks and the geese, wb .talked too much; 
and then the little wild flowers, who lived so hort a tune 
they could not gather much wisdom. The lac bushes 
were interesting and purposeful and, comjlg t — '• • 
they did \ ear after year, gaining new courag an, 
ity. and putting out fresh blossoms and get ng thick, 
and taller, thee knew a great deal of life. 

"We intend." they told the child, "to cove the world, 
to grow up the mountainside and down the iwn to the 
river, and cover everything with lilac blosse lis, so that 
there shall be nothing anywhere but the bea ty of win 
and purple blossoms and the fragrance of lilacs." 



"But where," asked the brown child, "where will the 

But the lilacs said they didn't know. Cows were not 
beautiful, and, being unnecessary to the loveliness and 
fragrance of life, they could be quite easily done away 
with. The child was gentle and would not contradict,— 
first, because she was fond of the lilacs and did not want 
to offend them, and, secondly, because she hated argu- 
ment and futile talk. — but in her own heart she was glad 
to see that the cattle still persisted, and, despite all the 
lilacs could do, there was plenty of flat meadow, with 
shiny dandelions and thirsty buttercups flaunting their 
heads, and daisies that laughed and reflected the sun- 
light. On the whole, too, she liked the sleek red velvet 
of the cows as thev dotted the meadow green, though 
thev chewed all the tune and kept their eyes bent down 
i and could not be persuaded to watch the 



cloud.- fly 



to the 
„- "See," 

lid the oaks, "how the north wind sweeps down from 
the snow capped mountains, and the ice incases our 
frailest twigs, and the snow lies heavy and-tries to break 
our branches, and yet they can do nothing at all against 
us! We come back year after year and grow more and 
more acorns and scatter them about over the earth." 
And when they came to this point all the oaks sang to- 
gether in chorus, "We are going to cover the earth with 
oak trees. We are going to climb up the mountainside 
and dissolve the snow and cover the lawn and dry up the 
river, so that over all the world the re shall be nothing 
but the strength and the fortitude of the oak tree." 

"And where shall I be then," said the child, "if you 
cover the meadows and there is no place for my house?" 

"Ah, well," said the oak trees, "you can grow into a 
little oak." 

IJl'T it was with the river that she talked most, and 
" the river told her a gn at deal. It told how it began 
to spout in a dark cave up on the mountain, and how it 
trickled out over dee] i in, .s,es and through shade forests, 
and called all the other little — 



s, and uproot ferns; and how it became wider and 
wider, and spread as it ran along the valleys, and watered 
the farms, and took care of the people and the trees and 
the cattle, and carried all sorts of little 1.,,. it son its bosom, 
so that men might do business together and thrive. 

"And of course you know where I am going, do you 
not?" said the river. 

"No," said the child, as she dabbled her feet in the 
edge of the H ater and made stones skip , ,ver the surface. 
"I do not know. I knew you were in a great hurry, and 
I thought that perhaps v«ii wanted to go as far as Eden 
Manor." 

"Eden Manor, indeed'" said the river derisively. 
"Whv, 1 am going where everything goes at last; but 
nothing g.n's s., swiftly as the river. 1 am going to the 
sea; and the sea, you must know, is everything there is. 
It is a great expanse, all silver, and it stretches as tar as 
the stars. When I flow into it I become a part of the 
great Whole, so that there is no break anywhere. Men." 
said the river, "are rather stupid. Instead of flinging 
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eep blue 
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TT happened once that in the heat and the glow of mid- 
* summer, love lit upon the valley. It came in the em- 
txidiment of a stalwart young farmer from over the hills 
who chanced by that way driving his oxen. Just as he 
was passing the brown house the pin in the axle of his 
wheel gave wav, and he had to slop there and mend it 
before he could go any farther. 

Bv this time the child was a maid, grown tall and slim, 
with heavv braids of black hair bound round her head; 
with eves'grav, deep set. an.l questioning, and shaded 
by l .ng hluek'lashes that rested on the peach bloom of 
her cheeks when she was not looking into the distance. 
She st, Hid bv the voting farmer and questioned him and 
steadied the wheel while he mended it, and he, having 
come once came again and again, until with the dusk ot 
each day she listened for his tread and looked for his 
figure along the turn in the roadway. 

At shut of dav thev walked along the road together 
between the meadows where white poppies, a field full 
of earth-caught moonbeams stretching to the purple 
wall of the woods, nodded. Through the summer even- 
ing the white moths, like spirits, free among the dead, 
hovered over the fragile flowers, and the musty scent 
of the earth pressed out by evening dews arose with the 
gathering darkness from the clods. The two walked 
hand in hand, speaking low with hushed bhtheness, since 
such great happiness could ill afford to clamor aloud. 



illness of the twilight, and neither of these 
two foreknew that dreams were perishable as poppy 
petals, and hope as fragile. 

The maid's lover told her much of the world, and 
what it was like, and what it expected of the people who 
lived in it, and what it exacted,— hard labor and con- 
formitv to rules. He told her how one must do just 
- — - ->t dress as they 



what all the others did, and how ot 



<■ IS 



SUNDAY MAGAZINE FOR NOVEMBER 



The 

Perfect^ 
Soda 
Cracker 

Uneeda Biscuit are the perfect 
soda crackers. The flour used must 
meet a perfect test. The very purity 
of the water is made doubly sure. Even 
the air in the mixing and bake rooms is 
filtered. The temperature and humidity of 
the atmosphere is accurately regulated to a uni- 
form degree. The sponge is kneaded by polished 
paddles. The baking is done in the cleanest of 
modern ovens. Then Uneeda Biscuit are 
packed fresh in the purple and white pack- 
age that keeps them crisp and good from 
oven to table. Is it any wonder that 

Uneeda Biscuit t 

> are recognized as the 
National Soda 
Cracker? 
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QL'ESAD.VS men were sol- 
I unhandy with ships' gear, 
iking a long job of weighing 
n cases and the boxes of rifles, 
as hot, and already they were 
rewclls between Colonel Que- 
wo in the gig were brief and 

e shoved off, and when the 
>ped clear of the steamer he 
ist, hoisted the lug, and took 
th the sheet round a thwart. 



one ending, and a breathless Carmencita 
very promptly found herself neatly laid out 
on the boat's floor boards, while an unruffled 
Lord George sat in her place at the tiller, i 

"The treacherous sweeps," said he,: 
"they're shooting at us! Luckily it's onlv 
revolvers they've got-. I hope thev don't' 
get the rifles out of those cases, and try with' . 
them. With this light breeze we sha'n't \ 
drop down out of rifleshot for half an hour 
yet. By Gad, though! thev have got one of ] 
'.lie cases open!" 

"And can't you see yet what I tried to I 
save you from?" 

Lord George looked puzzled. 

"The excellent Don Herman Schlesinger 
of New York employed you to bring those 

put ind cartridge* here?" 
"Yes." 

"And he employed me to get hold of them , 
before you could deliver them to General. ) 
Laredo. He had been paid, you know, be- 
fore they left New York." 

"I understood that. But why fail to make 



"You will i 



vard." 



: fat 



i formal in the way she 
1, and for the moment Lord 
d. But then he saw it was lor 
■y an very punctilious at>oul 
een the sexes in Central Amer- 
boat cruising with a girl to 

within the scheme at all. So, 
as light and stcadv. and the 
he lay on his back on the bot- 
at, smoking quietly, anil ad- 
t cobalt of the skv overhead, 
ly admiring Carmencita. 
wish of a bullet ricocheting 
1 sharply. He spr; 



\ ^"Beea'us 
tridgc i 



there was neither a gun nor ; 
any of the boxes. What yot 
u **™ v: - iragua, — J 



'1 a small hand Q 



ist rum down 
r bullet pinged past over- 
: two hands to him. using all 



brought 

Colonel yucsada is now tearing Ins h. 
is a cargo of useless iron ballast." 

Lord George flushed a deep red. "And 
you ' Where do you come into the deal?" 

"I?" She laughed bitterly. "I waspoor. 
I met a man once— it seems vears ago— who 
said lie was 1 11, or loo and could not : ,iTord to 
marry a girl who was not rich. So when I 
saw a chan.c of getting rn Iks I took that 
chance. Can v. 11 think of .mvtltuy more 
foolish?" 

Lord George continued to think as the 
boat dropped away down stream and the 
revolver bullets -pttefully spat into tin 

"We are out of shot now." 

Dona Carmencita sat up. stoixl up, tot- 
tered, and fell fainting into his arms. 

Certainly at that moment Lord George 
Drew w.i> the most embarrassed man in alF 
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I what they ate. And the The winter came, and the earth was eov- 
face set to the fading sky like ered lor weeks with snow , and the desolation 

II purple of evening, listened of the brown house under the gray crags of 
.1! where love led the way it the mountain seemed unbroken. No one 
what life exacted All the ever passed that way, and the onlv p.itl.A 
in the meadow bowed .and from the h. .use led t., the barn and the cattle ^ 
•wiling breeze, and said yes stables, and the brown maid worked from 

: earlv morning 1111::! late night. It was well 

i of the day when her lover she did: for at this time the eldest of the 

.•r the brown maid still went three at the brown house folded her hands 

andilalked to the river. and lay silently with her face to the wall anil 

vi love the willows that lean over her e> i s shut, and after some days slu made 

• edgi and look down into you.'" asked her exit. They carried her out when the 



^ along 

I kei ] 



.... "I love the clouds passed, and made socks and 1 
lirror in mv bosom, and the stockings and wrist Kinds and mufflers. Shi- 
ms I shall rush." worked every evening, and kept her evi - 
1 little far away," said the fixed upon her work, and never once did 
anJshc got up to go home. she raise them to speak to the oaks or thei 
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knew w 



do you love 

;reen, lush meadows that st 
lr banks so tenderly, sureh 
said the maid, 
icm green." said tin 
hen," asked the mai 



1 and stand km 



.- had melted, an. I put her deep ii 
wet ground, and made a mound over the 
place so that they eould remember where it 
was. And in the house they grew used to 
the empty chair on the hearth, and they no 
longer looked tor her grotesque shadow on 
and the wall when the candles were lit. 

The brown maid rose early, and fed the 
etch cattle, and milked the cows, and cleaned the 
you house, and churned the butter. She began 
to learn carpentry, and mended the corn- 
cribs, and made a new fence around the pie, 
sty. When the day's work was done »hc took 
the knitting of the eldest one who had 



.. the disU 
a be truly loved." 



lid the 1 



.-.id the ; 



:! laughed a 



"get 
el th 



( in, c or twice in .the early spring when the* 
sap began to ris. in the twigs and to shed 9 ■ 
purple mist over all the bushes, the brown 
maid wandered out over the woodland ways 
il and autumn tame where in the fullness of life she had liven 

j and cold nights, and before. Then she would lay her hand to the 

inside was dull where (lie four of end of a long knife that had pierced her 
the father dozing before heart to turn it. feeling how deep it had 
nt and the grandmother gone and how much of the wound was un- 
knitling v the lamp. He. lover came to healed. 

three 'imes and then lie did not come. Hue day the second eldest 111 the brown 
wrapped a shawl over her head, house, the little wrinkle.) .nun. who -poke 
• ')>• the clump of lilacs, and least of all. lay down, and lol.led her hands, 
was tired of waiting, and and shut her wes. and turned her face to tlie »' 
s which were verv far awav. wall, and after a few days she made her exit. 
She rcmc bercd too how much farther apart And they carried her out, and laid her under 
hev were than thev seemed; and even the the ground opposite the eldest one. making 
ttl'c jew .,! group of the Pleiades that rose a mound there si 
pon 'the eastern horizon so elearlv pointed where she was. 

- * * a golden brooch in the skv. she her father sat 11 

but six lonclv stars too far apart hearth m the < 
in hailing distance. The autumn they spoke to e 
W very chill, and night by 
watched and her lover never >XfHl"..\ a n. 

of the maid went out 

iw.nor ways where the sap n 
room, and the faint sunshine 



10 that they should rememlier 
Then the brown maid and 
vo chairs opposite the 
and now and then 



bnderstood 

Thev never made her shudder 

long to touch the four walls of heratt 
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made a delicate brown laei 
ground. She looked into her heart to see if 
the steel of the knife were hurling, and lo! 
she found a new image there. The picture 
of her lover was faint and blurred, an< J 
stead she saw the patient, quiet face o! 

re the 



the heart 
hich she ; 




nd the 



hey c 



e were Snes when she thought of go- 
and seeing the great world about 
ter lover had talked to her, and yet 
1 that he had told her she knew thai 
lid find no more there than the river 
;s, the gray boulders, and the sunsel 
ive here. Monotony never quite be- 
othingness; for she had a quick ear, 
light tat silent voices, hushed only 
te voice of love was speaking. There 
-> her heart too, with the thought of 
a vague premonition that change 
ome to her if she hut wailed. 
1 years passed, and peace and silence 
about the little house, and droppei 
e meadows and the woods and the 
wldrrs. One dav the father ceased 
to go out to his labors, and the brown maid, 
with a new pan;: in her heart, doubled her 
own. finally her father lay down, and folde " 
his hands, ant^hut his eyes, and turned h 

;it. I She carried him out anil lai 
. th ground in the farther fitf 
beside the eli sr and opposite lo the ne: 
She made a mound over tl 
c could remember just where 
day by day 



rs passed, and a new spring . 
e 1 iwn maid went out ovc 

where once she had walked 
ngago: an 
„- ..nd sheddin; 
•r the bushes, and the Mar. 1 
d d w> lightly through the twigs 
a d ( ate laeework on the ground, 
laii turned to lav her hand upon 
n her heart, and lo! the flesh had 
r and there was no pain there, 
lassed, jus' as the eldest and 
est had passed, ami just 
o had built the balcony a . 
r need of the stars and had 
in the dusk of the evening 
is done, had passed; and she 
she could, she would " 
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aloud and sang a lilile. 
led strange and 
; silence; but she knew 
. go back and talk to the 
and the bushes. So she 
down under the oaks in 
sunlight, and laughed a lit- 
them: 

mating life, " said the oaks, "and 

tired?" she asked. "Have 
tough acorns?'' 
and there is never enough," 
'And as for that, we intend 
shed enough acorns to cover 
limb the mountain and dry 



you have been 
sea yet.'" asked 



welling up of the s| 
It is Destiny, and 
bound, beside whatever 

. it is ever the sea w 

the sea and the sea's 



instinct that had led 
than knowledge. 

" site asked, see- 
irrorcd in the clear " 



the river, 
of the clouds that you 
bosom, and the love of the 



walked slowly back, and 
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And when you buy 
an auger bit be sure 
you find the fr Irwin" 
stamp, as shown 
above, on the stem. 
Because the Irwin Auger 
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solid-center-stem bit 
made in all sizes and 
styles, for every pur- 
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Because imitations are 
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good — 
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nal superiority of 
the Irwin in use 
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today as 
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the better and easier 
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and shop. 

All good dealers sell Irwin 
Auger Bits. If you have the 
slightest trouble in obtaining 
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I Outdoor Workers 

— people whose vocations con- 
stantly subject them to exposure in 
ail kinds of weather are liable to 

Throat Troubles, 
Coughs, Colds, Etc. 

The surest, pleasantest remedy in 
such^ cases is those little wonder- 

LUDEN'S 



They prevent or relieve inflam 
nation and congestion of the bron 
diial tubes, ease the throat ant 
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Her 



i the 



Slit heard the sun fall with tliml down the 
sides of the sky. There was no mo 
The river had ceased to run. The 
had stopped their rolling. The brow 
hands were folded, her eyes were closed, and 
her face was turned to the door of th> brown 
hud reached the g< 
" th 



long reverie, and thej*re 



Sheh 



made the little remark that tlitl it 
that solve.) the problem, that will 
n the presidential chair again, that 
;i decade at least I feel sure, give 
her chance to keep their freedom, 
their equal rights with us. 

"If I were engaged to Blake," he blus- 
tered, "I could make her wait till after elec- 
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• half-se 



almost shyly, Jerry and I 
other and smiled. Papa ei 
"ie way, and then ti 



('resident?* asked Jerry, 
you, Dad?" I said. "If I 
li her Mother — " 

ie that followed 

ruthlessly 
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had forced him to speal 
seems to have had no difficulty in believing 
him. Is it tme, I wonder, that such belief 

Then lie pointed out to her that if 'she mar- 
ried him he might control the nation, but 
she would control him. And she seemed to 
ive no doubt that she would. 
W hat would she be as a mere Captain's 
ife? he suggested. She was America's 
Queen: would America endure it that she 
should be other than the President's eons, ,rt ' 



For : 
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he be a sort of Print . 
dent; but he pointed out that a 
ihould be philosopher enough to be content 
,iith tlie |K>wer, that she . /ould leave the 
childish delight in mere nana s to men. She 

much struck by this. And she seemec 

sme easily to see that a nper, more ful 
blown man like Father suited her better. Of 
course she had still a sensitiveness about 
Jerry: she feared that she seemed like a 
siren, luring men to their destruction. Hut 
somehow, she admitted, I lad sremed to llavt 
got her. And I ),ul, w ho's fifty-five and bald, 
seemed, oddly enough, to find it quite easv 
i believe that his charms surpassed |ern \s. 
wonder if it can be true that such a belief 
jmes easily to fat, plain, middle aged men? 
Anyhow, when we rejoined them 1 could see 
that he already rather liked Blake. Men 
tire certainly queer: they tire the enigmatic, 
the unfathomable, sex. 

""THERE'LL be more history to write to- 
* morrow: but this is surely enough for to- 
night. There will be a double" wedding. And 
I am very happy. Jerry is a thoroughly 
manly man. He is not ambitious for himself. 
He will lie interested in me and my work, and 
ill for the most part be content with his 
home life. I am old fashioned, I confess it. 
1 believe men have some right to a vote and 
a share in the Government. I've helped 
Father and his sex. That 's only fair. We 
women have so much, there is no reason why 
we should take everything. 

But I am not all dreams and nineteenth 
century illusions. I see, broadly speaking, 
that the world is woman's; but so are its 
responsibilities. It is my duty to protect 
Jerry from too rough an encounter with tin- 
world, to keep him sheltered and happv. 
How else can I expect that he will give our 
little children that home eare whieh they - 
no, even to you, dear Diary, * ' 
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I see that the greatest thing 

o live in the mid-twentieth century 
• a woman. Is it selfish to be glad 
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